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Proſpect of POETRY. 


ROM rural ſcenes where fame deteſts to ſtays 


Or if ſhe comes is tutrying ftill away; 
Where once an age yout Phoebus will come down 
To do us horiour in a counitry-town 4 = 
Accept a gen tous, but a poot return 
From broken fottunes, and a life forlorn 

Tis now ſome years, and age may tell the truck} 
Since firſt I trod this fairy-land of youth; 


That fire I found misfortunes cou'd remove, 1 
And all my verſes yaniſh'd with my love: 4 
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I view'd green fields as unregarded things, 
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And talk'd like other folks of groves and ſprings} ; 
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Cou'd ſmell a roſe, and dream not of the fair, 
Or praiſe a ſnow - drop, tho the Nymph was there? — | 
At length I met your unaffected ſtrain, 
My ſoul dier d, and 1 grew young again 
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(4) 
Ol ever friendly, ever worthy praiſe ! 
Lov'd for thy ſelf, and jova-for all thy lays! 
Add that behaviour that endear d thee long, 
Add thy own temper ſweeter than thy ſong; 
| Thoſe manners {till that make thee more beloy'd, 
Let evn thoſe virtues paſs not unreprovd; 
Z For this thy ſoul in bitterneſs repines 
Or miles indignant at the world's deſigns. 
O Cupid's pinions ſure thy fancy fle-! 
Ev'n beauty palls when not deſcribd by you : | 
Picture inyites the touches of thy pen, = 
And look Apelles Venus lives agen; 
The graces work upon th unfiniſh'd piece, 
And put the laſt hand to the pride of Greece. 
Nox could Apelles paint a piece ſo true 
In ſilent colours till his pencil drew ; 
But you add words, and All at once expreſs 
Muſic, and painting by a vocal dreſs : 
There pictur d life in all its motions ſtirs, 
And ſpeaking picture with the eye confers; 
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The fluid ſounds ſwell out with ew ry tide, 
The full notes fluctuate, and the waves divide; 


The verſe becames a channel to the main, | 


And the ſtrong current fills the ſtronger ſtrain? 


STILL from thy fingers let new graces ſpring 
Still ſhake more muſic from the founding ſtring, 
Swan-like continue warbling to the laſt. 
And for the future pleaſe as in the paſt; | | 
That all mankind-may help to make thee bleſt, 
And thy own virtue far above the reſt; na 
Prevailing goodneſs prove ſo much thy Gr 
And ſo much honeſty thy heart attend, 

The world muſt dwn, with anger envy ſee, 
How good men love to praiſe themſelves in thee? | 


IW. Walſh. 


County of Clare 
in Ireland. 
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Aﬀeighted turns, and if by chance he ſpies 


Sulphureous flames from diſtant marſhes riſe; ” 


Froſpec of P OETRY. 


$ ſome lone Trav let thro the penſive ſhade 
; \ Miſſing his way, uncettain where to tread, 


To them with lengthen'd ſtrides in tranſport haſtes, 


But as he comes the bright delufſit ion waſtes : 
Thus motkt by viſion, and by labour worn, 


Sits down, and waits the cheerful day's return: 


So were we wand'ring in an age of night, 


Led by falſe ſplendors, and a glim'ring light, 
Till you at length aroſe to charm the heart 
| With moving nature and with matchleſs art, 
From a wild chaos of eternal night, 
Gather d the ſcatter d ſeeds of dubious light 


And with wiſe care digeſting all in one, 


Compos d this glorious, this enlivening ſun; 
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Whoſe vig rous luſtre, and convincing ray 7 
Gives the whole truth's indubitable day. 
No more let Rome or elder Greece appear 0235 As | 
The objects of our ſtudy, praiſe, and care, TED | 
Since here a train of precepts we ſurvey, | 
As greatly good, and as correct as they: * 
Thy thoughts from the grand body ſeem to grow 
Like verdant leaves that ſhade the parent bough: j 
Perſuaſive eloquence her aid beſtows, 


And cach harmonious line with muſic flows. 


O gen'rous youth, purſue the great deſi En, | | 
And be a Moſes to thy darling nine; | 
See! learning ope her deep unfathom'd ſea, | 
Confeſs thy miſſion, and admit thy way; | | 
Then urge it on, reſtore with grateful toil | 


| The baniſſrd muſes to their native ſoil. 
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Try Syren-lays ſtill form a pleaſing cheat 


And on my ſenſe impoſe the dear deceit ; 2M 
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In them we view the ſtream, the wood, the lawn, 


So lively there the panes Jandskip's 8 drawn ! 
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That loſt in raptures we deceive our ear, 

And ſtill the floating mirrour murmurs here: 
Their endleſs verdure by no ſtorm ſhall fade, 
While your ſmooth lines afford a grateful Shade, 
THE bright perfections of the female kind 

By you deſcrib'd leave nature far behind! 
From charm to charm my eyes inceflant roll, 
Deyour thy beauties, and admire thy ſoul, 8 

| T hat cou'd deſcribe the fair ſo many ways, 
And in variety of beauty pleaſe, * 


So when the moon leads on her radiant train, 


A thouſand fires adorn the gloomy ſcene : a” 


; The mingled glories chear the evning sky, | 
ö And pour their ſplendors on the raviſh'd eye. l 
| ForGIVE the muſe, that in adyent'rous yerſe \ 
| Wou'd all the beautics of thy ſoul rehearſe 3 8 
þ Content in hours of leiſure thus to ſing, d 
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And load with muſic Time's unwearied wing; 


The Progreſs of Beauty. 


Not 


Nor think becauſe that Pope approv d thy lays 
That 1 ſhou d therefore be induc d to prai le : : 


Whether! chuſe the author or the Friend: 


| Dejected thought! that thoſe whom Alma bred,” 
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Tis friendſhip bids me now thoſe numbers chuſe, 
And love the man abſtracted from the muſe : 


Well-pleas d alike with you my hours to] bend, 


Too ſoon that ſweet ſociety decays, 
And we muſt both forſake thoſe golden days; ; 
No more, alas! to taſte thoſe joys again, 


And friendſhip-cheriſh'd here for years — in vain; | 


One dome protected, and one rable fed, 

Whole comfortable minutes s dane d away 

Like the calm evening of a ſummer O day, 
When fortune calls them into ſep rate climes, 
Shou d never meet to tell of happier times; 
Never to meet again ordain-d by fate 

Far from each other, — and the muſes ſcat. 


C. White, A. B. 


Trinity-College, 
Dublin. 1 
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As well to pleaſe as tO improve the mind ? 


Both which in thee moſt happily unite 3 


Strange that inftrution ſhou' d ſo much delight! 
So in Hleſperias ever bliſsful ſoil, 1 
Autumn, and ſpring, alone are ſeen to > file 3 

At once the fruit diſplays its golden hues, 

And opening buds their od'rous ſweets diffuſc. 
Lund by thy precepts, and inchanting tongue 

As if by magic 1 too tempt the ſong 3 

While Orpheus' wonders are reviv'd by you, 

And now, if ever, antient fable's true: 

Sublim'd by muſic, here the rough rocks riſe 

A growing pile! behold it greets the skies! 

Or ſhoud the low'ring north impregn'd with rain 

Pour forth its ſtorms to tempeſt up the main; 


Breath thy ſoft numbers! — and th unruly ſea 


Smooths its broad face, and hears its rage away. 
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O W many vain atttempts have been deſign * 


D 
If 


765 

= 

\ by 
83 
K ; 
4 


(11) 


Nor with leſs glory in thy glowing lines 


Than in his eaſt, the radiant planet ſhines 4 
How mild with lucid glances flows his ray, 
When firſt he riſes o'er the vernal day 

How noon-tide fires blaze o'er the heav'nly plains, 
Gild the green viſtos, and adorn the ſcenes! 

' Loxns dead to mulic, a the Druid's flame 
Our iſle ſtood hindmoſt in the liſts of fame; 
Till Parnel roſe to charm the ſilent glade, 

Then - raptur' d nature ſmil'd thro ev'ry mead ; 
But ſince fell death untimely ſtopt his tongue, 
Huſh'd his gay notes, his ſilver lyre unſtrung Y 
Well pleasd we view him breath again in thee, 
Heir to his numbers, and his harmony. 

So when once Atlas left the bleſt abodes, - 
Down heay'n had fall'n commix'd with all its gods; 
If great Alcides, partner of their cares 
With ſtrength enormous had not UNE d the ſpheres, 


Content the gods tread o'cr the ſtar-pay'd plain, 


Nor thus ſecure, wiſh Atlas back again. 


R. Lloyd, A. B. 
: IN 


Noth Fanſtewn near Charleville, B 2 
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Proſpedtum Poeſcos. 


Scriptum a AC OBO DALACOURT. 
M. S A RUM imperium lateq; patentia regna, 


Celſus ab Aonio dum vertice, lumine Phœbi 

Suffuſus luſtras; quæ te, Dalacourte, perenni 

Ardua pertingent vatum tentamina fama ! 5 
Jam nunc, ecce, parat quondam yocalis Ierne 

(A te dum recipit Phoebi mandata parentis) 

Gentilem FEPArere lyram cantuſque ciere; 

Occulto quamvis torperet fixa dolore 

Diva diy, vocemq; premens ſuſpiria miſit. 

Tu quæcunq; ſacro dignaris tangere verſu, 

Gratior effingi paſſim natura videtur. 

Rem, non verba, videt, mira qui illuditur arte 

Lector, & abſentem præſentit imagine formam. 

Si leni zephyrus ſylvas perſibilet aura, 

Ille ſimul tactus vento recreatur inani: 
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Jam] jam, parte alia fi carminis, ardua rupes 


Horriſono 
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Horriſono pelagi rauceſcat pulſa fragore, 

Illi perculſas idem circumtonat aures. 1 
D uM pulchram rerum ſeriem tua pagina volyit 

Continuo miri ſplendores ordine currunt: 

Sic ſtellæ ſtellas, & ſigna ſequentia ſigna 

Aſſurgunt oculis rapidi vertigine mundi, 

Nec humile interca quidquam, parumve tuemur, 


Ardua ſed toto fulgent miracula ccelo. 


O TAN T As cui mentis opes effudit Apollo! lf 

Te muſæ patrizqz decus, memor eſto, debere; f 
Immerito miſerum comitatur copia Parcum, | 
Tu cum ſis dives, fac ut videare benignus. | 
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To the Earl of O RRE RT. 
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HA various ſtyles to diff rent ſtrains e 


/ 

( 

What time to riſe, and when to ſink in ſong; Þ 1; 
G 


To thee, beſt judge of this refin d delight, 


f O ! born to genius, lo the muſes write; Fe 
1 Tis yours, my lord, to bid each art excell, N. 
0 And ſmile on merit which you grace ſo well; II 
T o make mankind a nobler Broghill ſee, Ap 
And find their long-loſt Hallifax in thee : Th 

Few now remain to ſay who ſung before, | | Th 

Parnel is dead, — and Addiſon no more! Yor 

The few remaining time will (weep away, I The 

And Pope and Swift muſt ſhortly follow Gay;  Þprg 


Theſe only left of all the tuneful quire, 


Garth, Stcel, Rowe, Congreve, Wycherley, and Prior; 
Theſ⸗ 


I 


' Theſe only left, the world's great loſs declare; 

And ſerve to ſhew us what thoſe wonders were. 
on you, my lord, the muſes turn their eyes; 
On Orrery the letter'd world relies; 
Their antient honours let a Boyle reſtore, De 
And be whate' er was Orrery before: | 
O! chief in courts to lay the peer aſide; 
Weed vice from dignity, from titles pride, 
Great without grandeur, gen'rous without views} 
For ever bounteous, and yet ne er profuſe; | 
No leſs by nature noble than by name, 
The bloom of breeding, and the flower of fame: 
Approv'd a patron at thy natal hour; 21 5Þt's 
Think'ſt thou to ſcape the praiſes in their pow'r ? 
Tho from Britannia's ſtrains, and Albion's ſhore, 
You fly to deſarts * but to blaze the more; 
They'll ſearch you out, diſcover where you ſhine. 


Proclaim your worth and fruſtrate your deſign. 5 


His Lordſhip coming into reland. 
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So in the gloom the diamond darts its light, 
Tho' thick encircl'd with ſurrounding night 
The kindling darkneſs breaks before the ray, 


And on the eye-ball burſts the brilliant day. a 


SAGE Temple writes a ſpark of native fire, 
Excels whatever learning can acquire; 


In poetry this obſeryation's true, 


Without ſome genius fame will ne er enſue: 


Such for a while may climb againſt the Ns 

But then like Syſiphus, are falling ſtill; 

I own by reading we may food the flame, 

But firſt muſt have that heat from whence it came ; 
Elſe like dry pumps whoſe ſprings their moiſture mourn, 


We may pour in, but will have no return; 


To ſuch, indeed, thoſe rules are ul apply'd, | 

For ſuch were never on the muſes ſide. | l 
Co xx then, my friends, who like with me to rope 

The flow ry mountain, and the laurel grove, : 
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Where god Apollo guards the limpid fount, 
And the glad muſes climb the vocal mount: 


You whom the voice invites to taſte their charms, 


Whom verſe tranſports, and tuneful * warms; 


Before you preſs the ſyrens to your heart, 


Attend a while the precepts impart. 


FIR S r let your judgment for your fancy chuſe, 


Of all the nine the moſt unblemiſh'd muſe: 

Soft yet ſublime, in love yet ſtrictly coy, 

Prone to be grave, yet not averſe to joy; 

Where taſte and candour, wit and manners meet; 
Bold without bombaſt, daring but diſcreet; 
Correct with ſpirit, muſical with ſenſe, 


Not apt to give, nor ſlow to take offence: 


Firſt to commend when others thoughts are ſhown, © 


But always laſt delighted with her own. 

WX N this i is done, let nature be your guide, 
Riſe in the ſpring, or in the river glide; 
In evry line conſult her as yourun, 


And let her Naiads row! the river on: 


CG 5 Unleſs 
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Unleſs to pleaſe our nice corrupted ſenſe, 


Art be call'd in, and join'd with vaſt expence; 


Then rivers wander thro the vale no more, 
But boil in pipes, or ſpout thro figur d ore; 


The ncighb'ring brooks their empty channels mourn, 


That now enrich ſome artificial urn. 


T nus ever ſuit your numbers to your theme, 
And tune their cadence to the falling ſtream; 
Or ſhou d the falling ſtream incline to love, 

Let the words ſlide, and like its murm urs move: 
Poor were the praiſe to paint a purling rill, 

To make it muſic is the muſe's skill; 

Without her voice the ſpring runs ſilent by, 


Dumb are the waters, and the verſes dry ; 


While chill'd with ice the cool waves creep along, 


And all the fountain freezes in the ſong. 

Br if a ſtorm muſt rattle thro' the ſtrain, 
Then let your lines grow black with gath'ring rain; | 
Thro' Joye's aerial hall loud thunders ſound, 
And the big bolt roar thro the dark profound : 
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A Proſpett of Poetry. 


But ſhou'd the welkin brighten to the view. 


The ſun breaks out, and gilds the ſtyle anew ; 
Colour your clouds with a vermilion dye, 
And let warm bluſhes ſtreak the weſtern k y⸗ © - 25 


Till evening ſhuts in ſober ſuited gran, 
And draws her dappled courtains o'er the dar: 
LET Veſper then purſue the purple light, An 211 
And lead the twinkling glories of the night; a 1124 
The moon muſt riſe in ſilver o er the ſhades, | 
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Stream thro' your pen, and glance along the meads 


* 


While Zephyr ſoftly whiſpers in the lines 
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And pearly-dew in bright deſcriptionſhines' 
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The little warblers to the trees repair, 
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Sing in their ſleep, and dream away their care; 


While cloſing flowrets nod their painted heads 


4 


And fold themſelves to reſt upon their roſy beds. 
But if Aurora's fingers ſtain the lay, 

Let fancy waken with the riſing day; 

Let Sol's fierce courſers whirl the ficry team, 


And from their noſtrils, blow a flood of ame: 
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Be ſultry noon, in brighter yellow dreſt, 


And bend a rain · bow on her burning breaſt; 
Let the rich dyes in changing colours flow,” | 


And loſe themſelves. in one poctic glo-. 
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So the fair Indian crown its gloſs aſſumes,” 


Diſpos d in tufts of partyrcolour d plumes; 


The tranſient tincture drinks the neighb'ring hue; 
As if from each thi alternate colours grep, 
Where ev'ry 'beauty's 'by- a former made, __ 
And. lends. a. luſtre to the following ſhade, 
Tuus may a fimile come in with grace, 
And add new ſplendors to the ſhow'ry piece; 
Paint the proud arch ſo lively to the ſight, 


That ev'ry-line-refleQs a Wat' ry liglit. 


H EN to the garden ſhoud your fancy fly, 


Let the. tall tulip with your Iris vie; 


With a mixt glory crown its radiant head, 


The brighteſt yellow, ting'd with ſtreams of red; 


Next let thy lily in your numbers blow, 


And o'er. its ſweetneſs ſhake the downy ſnow, 
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And wave in verſe before the virgins N Gp: 117 e 
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On tuneful feet let languid ivy crawl, * 21903 3H 
And in poetie meaſure ſeale the n 22390 ml 
While the ſharp ſheets return a elipping ſound, © © 
And the green leaves fall quiv'ring to the ground. 


Hee in the bower of Beauty newly: ſhorn, 


Let Fancy ſit, and ſing how Love was born: 
Wrapt up in roſes, Zephyr found the child 
In Flora's cheek when firſt the aoddefs mild.: pry 


* 


Nurſt on the boſom of the beauteous Spring, 
O'er her white breaſt he ſpread his purple Wing, 
On kiſſes fed, and filver drops of deFw, 

The little wanton into Cupid grew; 

Then arm'd his hand with glitt ring ſparks of fire, 
And tipt his ſhining arrows with Deſire: | 
Hence Joy aroſe upon the wings of wind, 

And hope preſents the lover always kind ; 

Deſpair creates a rival for our fears, 5 


And tender pity ſoftens into tears. 
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22 Proſpect of Poetry. 
OB 5% K VE, how Sappho paints the lovers pain *, 
What various paſſions animate * ſtrain! 
Her colour fades, ſhe faints in tender lays, 
Her pulſe beats languid, and her ſenſe decays; 
Then in a rapid tide of paſſjons toſt,' 
| j - Her weak tongue faulters, and her yoice is loſt; - b. 
| Again her ſoul revives, her breath returns, 
Again ſhe ſhivers, and again ſhe burns: . 
Each reader's boſom feels her various care, 
Warm'd by her flame, or chill'd by her deſpair, . 
Tos r as the ſea, by paſſions let the ſoul, . 
Like the brine ſparkle, like the billows rowWI; 
Then anger kindles in the wartior's eyes, 
And earth uſurps the thunder of the skies: | 15 
See how they mount upon the groaning car, = 
Shake the long lance, and overtake the war z 
Aloft in air reſounds the whirling thong, 
The horſes fly, the chariot ſmokes along; 


This lady, more remarkable for wit than beauty, was miſtreſs to Al- 
cæus, yet ſo cruel to her lover, that one day upon his ſaying, he had ſome- 
thing to ſay to her, but was aſham'd to ſpeak it, ſhe reply'd, that if it was 
fit for her to hear, he wou'd nat be ſo tedious about it: they both flouriſhed 
about the 44th Olympiad. Mr. Stannyan. Hiſt, of Greece. 
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The foaming courſers preſs upon their heels © 


Back run the lines beneath the whirling wheels: ; 

Fleeter than light they flaſh along the fields, l 
And ſuns by thouſands blaze upon their ſhields : | 7 IE” 3 | 
The twiſted ſerpents round their helmets. rl d, | 


Muſt hiſs in verſe, and bite in burniſh'd gold : 


The wars breaks in — now millions are no more, ; 
And along groan purſues the guſhing gore; 

Spears, darts, and javelins, launch along the sky, 

Plunge into blood, or into ſhivers fly : . 


Thus let your heroes rage, by Mars poſſeſt, 
And feel an Iliad riſing in thy breaſt; = 
But ſoon cement thoſe wounds, let diſcord ceaſe, y 
And warring worlds unite in fricndly peace. 1 
HENCE ſounds in ſofter notes muſt learn to moye; 1 
And melting muſic riſe the voice of love! 
Let Tubal's lute in skilful hands appear, 
And pour new numbers on the liſt ning ear; 


With the full organ let them ſweetly ſwell, | | 


With the loud trumpet languiſhingly ſhrill ; 
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Or in ſoft concord let the conſort ſuit, 

The ſprightly Clarion with the Dorian flute : 
Then wake to vocal airs the warbling wire, 
Yet the ſtrings 1 run beneath the poct's fire; 
While ſorrow ſighs, ah! never let them cool, 


But melt melodious on the ſofren'd foul: 17? 


—— 
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So may the paſſions wait upon your hand, 


e a W * 


Move as you move, and act as you command. 


Axp here Arion's harp may ſwell the ſtrain, 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
N 
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Or ſmooth your numbers as it ſmooth'd the main; 
When wond'ring ſyrens to its ſounds advanc d, 
And bounding dolphins oꝰ er the billows danc 1 


Admiring Tritons round che muſic play, 


JJ) . ̃ de IE IS oe nl 


And angry ſeas in meaſure xowl away: 
A tide of rapture roſe as he requir d, 
White work d the waves, and foam d as he inſpir' d; 4 
The billows beat upon the ſounding ſtring, — J 


And thro' the hollow-harp the waters ring. | \ 


As on a moonlight night when Neptune calls, 


His finny courſers from their coral ſtalls ; 


| | . 
1 | From 
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From ſome white clift whoſe brow reflects the deep, 
He leads them forth, and bids the billows ſleep ; | 
The waves obey : So ſtill a ſilence reig gus, 
That not a wrinkle curls the wat'ry plains; 
Like floating mercury the waves appear *, 
And the ſea whitens with a heav'n i clear: 
Before him Triton blows his twiſted ſhell, x 
And diſtant ſea-nymphs know the ſignal well; 
In long proceſſion the cærulean train, | 
Wich joy confeſs the ſoy'reign of the main: | 
Such were the raptures of the ſea-green race, 
When ſweet Arion croſs d the wat'ry ſpace ; 
When firſt his fingers felt the muſic riſe, 
And mix xd i in melody the ſeas and skies. 
ON land Amphion ſwells the magic ſong, 
And round his fingers moving mountains t 5 
At ey ry ſtroke he ſees fair Thebes aſpire, 
Walls riſe on. walls, and temples. ſoaring higher : 


„ Qickibrr, | 


D. At. 


At cv'ry ſtroke new wonders deck the ſtrain, 


The big creation of a poet's brain! 


HE AR how Timotheus wraps the ſoul in ſounds, L 


'And drops the notes like balm upon her wounds ; ; 
The moulded meaſures querulous decay, 
*Till a ſwift tremor ſweeps the ſounds away: 
By ſweet degrees again they gather near, 
Recover faſt, and thunder on the ear; . 
Down the broad. braſs his bold hands bruſh the tones, 
The long ſtring leaps, and vibrates into Sroans ; z 
Let furious Saul be figur d to thy mind, 
So mad—as not to be by verſe confin'd ; 
With muſic arm'd the ſweet muſician ſtands, 
And oer the golden cordage ſpreads his hands 
The monarch's looks are fixt upon the ſtrings, 
And his eyes languiſh as young David ſings; 
His fury falls, as that begins to riſe, 
And all his ſoul ſeems ſtarting from his eyes! 
Bur chief the muſic of the Spheres muſt pleaſe, 
I ſounds celeſtial warble in thy lays; | 


| When 


* 
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When the three Parcz, Fate's fair offspring born, | | 
The world's great ſpindle as its axle turn; 
Round which eight Spheres in beauteous order run, 
And as they turn revolving Time is ſpun 894725 
Whoſe motions all things upon earth ordain; 
Whence revolutiansidate their fickle reign; | 


Theſe rob'd in white at equal diſtance thron'd, 


Sit Oer the Spheres, and twirl the ſpindle round; 


On each of which a ſyren loudly ſings, * 
As from the wheel the fatal thread ſhe flings; 
The Parcz anſwer, in the quire agree, 
And all thoſe voices make one harmony *, 

To Titian turn, to Raphael praiſes give, 
Hence picture roſe, and ſhadows ſeem'd to live; 
On Guido look, to Rubens rear thine exe, 
Where each bold figure ſeems a ſtander by; 
Trophies and triumphs by Mantegnas hand Þ 
In martial order on the canvas ſtand ; 

* This is an excellent allegory of Plato's, who wou'd hereby intimate 
that all things obey the divine law, and concur to produce thoſe effects which 
are conſequences of the cauſes God has eſtabliſhed. RÞ8_ 

F Andrea Mantegna, born at Padua, anno 1431, was admirable for Hiſ- 


tory-Painting, and Perſpective: The beſt of his pieces are the triumphs of 
Julius Cæſar, now at Hampton. Coyrt. | he "OD po 
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28 A Proſpect of Poetry. 
With hints of glory fire the warlike ſoul, 
And bid like motions in cur boſoms rowl : 
Here Vertio's colours glow expos'd to ſight, 
And sky-dipt pencils ſtream with liquid light; 
Thy art, O Kneller! asks a ſiſter's praiſe, 
80 may thy paintings beautify my lays; 
Whether young bluſhes ripen in thy lines, 
Or verdant landskips wave in green deſigns, 
Thro' which the ſun emerging from the main, 
In floods of purple drowns the leafy ſcene, 
A mimic viſto ſtretches wide between, 
Where gold appears diverſify'd with green; 
Shades riſe on ſhades, on colours colours flow, 
And tranſient ſhadows undulate below. 

So when Aurora mounts the roſy eaſt, 
And Light's warm bluſhes redden o'er her breaſt ; 
A thouſand ſuns her orient rays unfold, 

And ev'ry leaf is ſprinkled o'er with gold; 
The glitr ring ſpangles burn the woodland ſhade, | 
Tree, ſtream, and buſh, in nature's gold wtay'd : 


A Proſpect of Poetry. 

The burniſt d rills, in ſofter ſilver ſhow, 
And daſh'd with purple glance their waves below); 
Ten thouſand ſhadows skim the colour: d ſtream, 
And o'er the ſilver ſhoots the crimſon gleam, I 

NExr let Prometheus boaſt his godlike art, 
And let a wonder from his fingers ſtart 3 
An angel form ! by ev'ry poet ſung, 
Love in her looks, and muſic in her tongue, * 
So when the ſun with all-enlivining ray; | 

On Memnon's lips firſt ſtrikes the golden day; 
The hard flint utters melancholy ſounds, 
And from the ſtone ſweet harmony rebounds. T- 

BEFORE 3 courſer neighs the ſteed, 
And fond Pygmalion claſps his iv'ry maid 3 
Where Niobe, in beauteous forrow ſhown, 


Melts into tears, and hardens into ſtone. 


* I muſt * leave here to difſerit from tbe general opinion of Commenta- 
tors, that it was a man Prometheus form'd, for twas undoubtedly 2 woman, 
in order to propagate his fpecies for the future, in 2 natural way 


+ The Statue of Memnon, ſon of Aurora, OY to Mk. a 
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Beſide 
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Beſide his chiſſel let mount Athos ſtand *, 


Heave into form, and groan beneath his hand, 


| While on one ſpacious palm he pours the ſea, 


And his broad fingers form an ample bay ; 
The other graſps a wide extended town; | 
Whoſe regal walls; unnumber'd ninety crown: 
Thus was this ſon of earth, ſuppos d to riſe, 
O'er-look the globe, and climb into the skies, 
To ſcare the gods, with his enormous height, 
A ſecond Titan ſoaring out of ſight; ; 
SO near proud Rhodes, acroſs the ſounding main, 
The world's juſt wonder bray'd the winds and rain, 
While round his head, the rattling tempeſts blow, 


And wat'ry mountains break in foam below ; 


On Neptune's back, the proud Coloſlus rides, 


Deaf to the roarings of the winds and tides. 


THERE Phidias bids the breathing ſtatue move 


A 
In living ſculpture not unworthy Jove; 


* "Twas propoſed to Alexander the Great, to turn mount Athos into the 
ſtatue of this monarch, with the ocean, in a baſon in one hand, and a large 
City in the other. | 


1 ; = 
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From age to age, Cleomenes ſhall charm, 


And his cary'd Venus, future warriors warm *, 
In fair proportion from beholders turn, 
And o'er her check the bluſhing marble burn, 

SEE With Silenus, youthful Bacchus vie, 
And the flint ſparkling in his jovial eye; 
Round his full temples grapes luxuriant ſpread,  * 
Vine-leaves, and cluſters, dangle o'er his head: 

On a tame tyger, taught his load to bear, : 

He rides in rock, and ſhakes his ivy ſpear. 

T HERE good Aurelius almoſt looks a groan 
And thunder · bolts deſcend in figur d ſtone + 5 
Great Alexander weeps his enſigns furl'd, 

And bids his ſire create another world. | 

HERE let thy graver thro' rock-diamond run 4, 
The heav'n:hued ſaphire ſparkle in the ſun ; 

*The Venus of Medici. + : | | 

+ This curious piece of ſculpture, is an the pillar of the Emperor Anto- 
eee 


of his enemies: Twas on this occaſion, that the Chriſtian Legion got the 
name of Fulminatrix. 


I Theſe lines are to be underſtood of antiques, arms, and cyphers cut in 


recious ſtone ; Pyrgoteles a famous ſculptor y 'grav'd on any thing elſe 
ou wn 


% 
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Plunge in ho bath, or thro' the palace range, 


The wounded ruby ope its bleeding vein, 


And the Foe ſtreams the virgin paper ſtain 


Here link your jewels in a blazing ring, 
Let the green em rald, look like ſmiling ſpring, 
The yellow Topaz boaſt a golden hue, 


And ſlipp'ry Agate ſhine in veins of blue; 
Loet theſe in cryſtal caskets charm the ſight, 


Terreſtrial ſtars, and children of the light! - 


Like the rich bow athwart th' ætherial plain, 


That burns in ſhow'rs, and fire imbibes from rain. 
Now let your muſe to architecture change, 
Heave the huge mole, or bid the column riſe, | 

or point the obelisk to pierce the skies: 
Palladio here muſt think in ev'ry line, 

And deep Vitruvius ſcan the whole defign ; 
The works of Solomon, and him of Tyre * 


Direct the plan, and all your taſte inſpire ; 


A Proſpedt of Poetry, 


In due proportion ev'ry pillar rear 


Nor let the orders be confounded there: 
Where the Corinthian ſtands in fluted rows; 1 
Let not the martial Doric interpoſe; by | 
Nor where the Tuſcan lifts th'imperial urn *, 
Suffer the next lonic ſhaft to turn 42 
But chief that chaos call'd Compoſit hun, 
Which begs from all, and yet belongs to none; 
So Babel's battiements began to riſe, 
| Left earth below, and labour'd up the ties; 0 
The mighty bul wark threaten d heay'n's abode; 
And bid the mounting world aſcend to God: 
And they had now been there: but heay'n look d down; 
Their skills confounded, and their tow'r o'erthrown z 
Tongues, pillars, orders, to confuſion turn, 
And mankind diſappointed ſeem'd to mourn: 
r 


ing to borrow from the Græcians invented one of their own, ſrom thence cal- 
the Tuſcan or Roman order. Evelin of Archi. | 


+ The famous temple of Diana at Epheſus, which took up two hundred 
years in building, was of this order, Vid. Palladio. 
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HERE Egypt s Pyramids muſt heave ae 


And blunt the teeth of all· decay ing time; 


Beneath whoſe weight, the burthen'd carth muſt groan, 


A pond'rous pile in monumental ſtone: : 


Strong bars of adamant the matble lock, 
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And links of iron chain the ſolid rock ; 
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Beneath whoſe ſummit tow'ring eagles fly, 
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A pointed mountain ending in the sæy 
PROUD Babylon with brazen gates behold, 
And broad Euphrates in her boſom rolPd ; 
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Walls which Semiramis with turrets crown'd, ' 
And colour brick with black — bound; 
A ſecond Eden here Nitocris trod, 
In penſile gardens worthy of a God; 


So grand the coſtly ſtructure hung in air, 
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It ſcem'd not built, bur firſt created there : 
Here trees and flow'rs in wat'ry figures riſe, 
And fruitage ripen nearer to the skies; 

Fair fountains fall in filyer-ſtreaming floods, 


And artificial rainbows paint the clouds ; 


A Proſpeft of Poctry. 


With various-colour'd light the water burn'd, 


Againſt the ſun in artful arches turn'd ; 
Nor were the golden pipes by Sirius dry'd, 
The river till the water-works \upply'd. 
Hen let the boaſter fall from man to beaſt, 
Eat graſs with brutes, or on. rude acorns feaſt, _ 
Driv'n from his throne in dens to. paſs the day, 
To herd with wolves, and howl the night away. 

So wild Lycaon fled his own abode *, 
Chang'd by the vengeance of an angry god, 
On ſhaggy feet ran howling thro the plain, 

And mingled nightly with the prowling train. 

HERE let the muſe a while delighted reſt, 
Pleas d with the proſpect op'ning in her breaſt ; 
The wide horizon, and the world ſuryey, 
As thro' the walks her fancy loves to ſtray, 

INveENTION! ah how beautiful art thou! 
feel thy ſudden inſpiration now; 


The ſtory of Lycaon may poſſibly be taken from that of Nebuchodono- 
ſor, for priding himſelf in the grandeur of thoſe gardens, which he caus'd 
to be built for his Queen, who lov'd the proſpects of Media; he was in the 
lame place and moment chang'd to a wild beaſt. 
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Thy whiſparn prompt me, and the pleaſing Arif, 
Of infant thought juſt ſtruggling into life: 

The new born offspring longs to try its PER 

And run thro' verſe with voluntary heat: 

This was the nymph that did wiſe Numa pleaſe , 
Hnd this the genius of great Socrates. 

Lixx ſome ſmooth mirror, ſee Euphrates glide 
Thro' Duras plains, and ſpread his boſom wide ; 
On whole broad ſurface wat ry landskips lie, 

And bending willows ſhade the downward sky : 

There floating forcſts mixt with meadows move, 

And the green glaſs reflects the flow'rs above; 
Shepherds and ſheep along the picture ſtray, 
And with the water ſeem to ide away : | 

In the blue gleam, the park and walls appear, 

And gilded baiges, 12 with grazing deer; 

The huntſman ſounds the frighted ſhadow flies, 
Thro flocks, greens, ſhepherds, barges, hounds and ies. 

» FEgeria, 
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Widellaſhing, foaming high, and tumbling to the ſhoar, 


AProſpect of Poetry. 
T ꝝ us in a room, where light can only paſs 

Thro the ſmall circle of a convex-elaſs; 

O' er the ſtain d ſheet, amuſing ſhadows ſlide, 


Clouds float in air, and ſhips along the tide : 


In rural poſture fields and oxen ſhow, 
Trees wave, fircams run, and colour'd bloſſoms glow. 
Ts thus when ſpring's ſoft vernal blooms appear, 
And throw a glory round the youthful year; 

Or ſummer blazing o'er the heayenly blue, 
When ſwarming inſects dip their widths in ain : 
In autumn too, the ſame mild ſcene delights, 
To view the water, and enjoy the nights; 

Nor leſs loud winter wilder bliſs denies, | 
When Boreas bids the broad Euphrates riſe: 
Then peaceful images amuſe no more, 


But thro! the bridge the ſounding ſurges roar, 


The diſtant billow ſeems the heay'ns to laye, 


And the Horizon ſtoops to drink the wave, 
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So the loud Euxin, whoſe compulſive Ways. 


Neer yet knew ebb or ſwift reflux of ſca, 


Rowls on cternal, and directly beats, 


Againſt black Boſphorus tempeſtuous ſtreights; 


The Dardanells behold its low'ring front, 


Gloom the Propontic, and the Helleſpont. 


N o w {well your ſtyle, and let the flood conform, 


To the rouz'd tempeſt, and the roaring ftorm ; 5 


In verſe as rough let ev ry torrent move, | 
Froth the vext waves, and curl their heads. above; 5 
Let the green tide turn white with abrupt ſhock, 
And break the ſalt ſurge on the rugged rock: 


Not ſo where mazy rills mæandring ſhine, 


The running ſilver trickles thro the line; 


In ſmoother notes the whiſp'ring waters purl, 
The brook falls tuneful, and the waves uncurl; 
Hence images of diff rent kinds abound, 

In all the volubility of ſound, 

Apply'd to ſubjects, corrciponding flow, 


Some loudly rough, and others ſweetly low, 
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Hence various ftiles appear in war, and peace, 7s 
And ev 'ry ſtile has its peculiar grace 3 F 
In epics here a N rides away, 
And there Amyntor tunes his oaten lay, 
While o'er the lawn the latabkins frisk along, 
And with their bleatings fill the rural ſong; 
Or when ſtill ex ning reddens 9 er the sky, 
It bids her bluſhes round the welkin fly 
In each ſoft cloud fome colour i is expreſt, 
Till with acted glories burns the weſt : 
Then ſwarm the flies, the tinſel 4 people run, 
To bid adieu to the departing ſun; % 
With airy muſic ſip the milky ſteams, 
And gild their coats in light 8 declining beams; 
Add that at Eve cool Zephyr wakes the breeze, 
And ſits in ſighs upon the ſhiv'ring trees; 
Add that at Eve Eteſian breezes wake 
With coming gales the leaves are ſcen to ſhake, 


Still trembling onward with th approaching blaſt, 


Till on the dimply pool it breaths at laſt, 


Before 


ao A, Profpett of Poetry: 
| : Before the wh the water curls in rings, 

And the fann'd ocean frowns beneath his wings: 
Hence Lyrics make the fields, and ſwains rejoice; 
Or elegy lifts up her mournful voice; 
The buskin'd hero treads the crowded ſtage: 

Or comic humour ſmiles along the page; 

There Athens friend Themiſtocles appears +, 
And Cato glorious in his country's tears 
Thy lips Timoleon ſeal thy brother's doom 

And Brutus bleeds in both his ſons for Dame 4 
Varanes there admires the bloody ſign, 

Hung o'er the head of kneeling Conſtantine z 

On Cannes field ſee Paulus bath'd in gore . 
And Cæſar paſs the Rubicon once more. 


TH Us he to whom the tuneful charms belong; 


2 


Of ſacred numbers, and harmonious ſong; 
Whom Pæan's art did at his birth inſpire, 


With a ſweet finger for the muſe's lyre 

+ Themiſtocles autem quem virtus ſua victorem, injuria Patria imperato- 
rem Perſarum fecerat ; ut fe ab ea oppugnandã abſtineret, inſtituto ſacrificio 
exceptum patera, tauri ſanguinem hauſit, & ante ipſam aram quaſi quædam 
pietatis clara victima concidit, Val. Max. de Pietate erga Patriam. 
Paulus Æmilius. 2 
T0 
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To whom the gift of genius fare has giv'n, | 


That golden bleſſing of indulgent heav'n! 


Muſt ſtudy muſic to improve his art, 

And thro” the car find entrance to the heart 3 
While art, and nature equally unite, | 
Sound ſmooth the ſenſe, and grace make wit polite 
His eaſy lincs unlabour'd ſeem to flow, 1 
Yet ſuch that caſe, as pains alone beſtow; 


While the fond reader charm'd with ey'ry ſtrain 


Snatches a quill to imitate in vain. 


NEXT it were fit that picture claim'd his care; 
A well-bred man ſhou d ev'ry ſcience ſhare; 
From hence what beauties may not pocts take? 


Hence learn a verſe to paint the rattling ſnake : 


IThro the BYE page he twiſts in colour'd lines, : 


And round the leaf in curling volumes twines ; 
The reader thinks he ſees the ſerpent ſlide, 


And almoſt feels him thro' his fingers glide. 
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LET Helen's beauty kindle ſweet deſire: 
In Zeuxis colours, and with Homer's fire &; 
Compare them both, and mils no ſingle charm, 
But let cach bluſh with equal ſpirit warm: 
The fine complexion let the Graces ſpread, 


And Paſtan roſes paint her check with red, 


While Venus bids her airs around her play, 


And Phoebus fills her eyes with tender day. 
BuT'Thornhill's draughts ſhall future hints ſupply, 

As long as Kenſington -with Greenwich vie F 

Where round her roof a thouſand colours glow, 

And Britain's rivers round the ceiling flow. 

Here bold Deſcription with her pencil ſtands, 

To rowl the billows over ſhining ſands; FE 

Strong on the eye th inverted figures fall, 


And the rich corniſh ſets on fire the wall : 


7 


* Zeuxis from the choice of five naked virgins drew that wonderful pic 
tire of Helen, which Cicero in his book de Oratore ſets before us as the moſt 
erfect example of beauty, and Julio Romano form'd his taſte and compleated 


bis guſto by reading Homer. 


See this famous ceiling in the great hall of Greenwich Hoſpital, painted 


by Sir James Thornhill. 


Tame 
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Tame on his anchor here ſupports his head, 
And Humber' heavy with his pigs of lead ; ih 
While Avon's waters into Severn roll, | 


And the: Tyne tumbles out her mines of coat; E 

There | in green gold the Medway ſeems to burn, 

And pour down fiſhes from her foaming urn; 

While ſilver Iſis joins her husband Tame, > C 

And in each other loſe their antient name. Ts: 
IN ſculpture too proportion learns to pleaſe, 

When'ev'ry beauty ſwells by nice degrees; "i 

Where: by the chiſlel's meant the poet 8 pen, 

That files, and poliſhes the works of men, 

Softens the rugged ſurface of the ſong, 


Yet turns the feature regutar, and ſtrong 


Commands the limbs in attitudes to riſe, 


And live, and walk before the reader's eyes. : 


4 


vic. | DENEATH her palm hence fun-burnt Agypt's ſeen, 


noſt 


ed The ꝓpughen d fret - work ſuits the matron's mien: 


nted Mn molten orc M lends her aid, 


\nd lifts to life the rude unletter'd maid: 
me 
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ö Walks o'cr thi 


A Profpef? of Poetry. 
Rais'd by her hand Nile s daughter quits the ground, 


Hardens her mummies, hears her Siſtrum ſound, 


Tow'rs like her Pyramids, ſublimely bold, 


And almoſt riſes half her height in gold. 


So the ſlack rope the dext'rous dancer tries; 
Poiz'd on a pole betwixt air, earth, and skies, 
8 of heads that rowl below, 
His limbs look ſupple, and his ſteps tread flow : 
Beneath h's foot the ſturdy cable bcnds, 
Mounts as he moves, and drops as he deſcends; 
Back ſtart the crowd: He glorying in his ſtrength, 
Springs on his feet, and riſes halt his length. 
By architecture laſt he lays the ſcheme *, 
And by ſome model bids his genius flame : 
Works up the whole, and ſees the building ſhine, | 
In all its parts with conduct and deſign: 
The poem mird upon ſo ſine a plan, 
The teſt, the n and delight of man, 


*palladio lays down but five . of architecture, and Longinus i - 


* for the fublime. 


4 Proſpets of Poetry. 
Will ſtand che ſhocks, and i injuries of time, 


| Built upon nature, and the true ſublime. 


Tu us life reſembling allegory lies, 
Behind a veil, remote from vulgar eyes: 
Tranſparent veil! in hieroglyphicks wrought, 
Which only covers not obſcures the thought; 
Where ſilver urns expreſs the figurd flood, 
And more is meant than firſt is underſtood ; ; 
Old age and Time in hoary forms appear, 
And proper emblems repreſent the year , 
There oft blue Neptune for the ſea is ſeen, 
And rivers riſing from their beds in green ; 

In golden lines th' autumnal ſeaſon glows, 
And winter thro' a bluſt'ring period blows. 
Here brother-twins unbar rude fancy's m_ 
Dreſs her wild dreams, and on the goddeſs wait, 
Romantic dreams! from ſu perſtition ſprung, 
Which Arioſto taught, and Spencer ſung. 
Then ev ry grotto in its genius ſpoke, 
And Hamadryads from cach hollow oak ; 


46 A Profpedt of Poetry, 

| l Ev'n Eccho learn'd to anſwer to her name, 

And 4466/ed louder than the babbling ſtream. 
Now when ſome rival poem you peruſe, 

O let not envy. blind the partial muſe! 

Where merit is, eſteem it as your own, 


If And in its triumph let your light be ſhown ; 


Let Albion ask from whence an author came, 


And judge according to the writer's name; 
French, Engliſh, Iriſh, be alike to you, 
And gladly give an infidel his due: 


— 


Scorn that mean artifice of unjaſt praiſe, 


Nor think to flatter, is to gain the bays ; 


Thoſe two extremes the worthy well deſpiſe, 
Who hate with reaſon, and with reaſon prize. 
AND yet to malice ſure Im much oblig' d, 

On ev'ry ſide by calumny beſieg' d, 

Ri To critics much I owe who make me mend, 
| And envy I cou'd almoſt call wy friend : 
| Theſe taught my youthful ſteps an carly care, 


To tread with caution, and proceed with fear? 


Ott 


A Proſpett of Poetry. 

Oft in my mind their black aſperſions came, 
And made me ls at the love of fame "Ru 
Ev'n now I dread their jealouſy and ſpite, 
ad faint in fancy ev'ry line 1 walls 

How long before the muſes can ſucceed; 
To pleaſe the world is now a task indeed! 
All former methods vainly we purſuc, 
The world is old, and calls for ſomething new: 
Nothing will wke with this judicious age, 
But lines well-labour'd, and a ſtudy'd page; 


Where rich variety relicves the mind, 


And beams of fancy ſtrike the critic blind; 
Exalted notions which great ſouls contain, 
Thoughts big with life, and burſting from the brain; 
Surprizing noveltics that never tire, 
But lead the reader on from fire to firc. 

AVOID the harſhneſs of diſcordant chime, 
Senſe ill atones for violated rhyme; ; 
R R's jar untuneful oer tlie quiv'ring tongue, 


And n S with hifſings ſpoils the ſong : 
When 


| | 48 . A Proſpett of Pac. 
| | [- When Triplets like the furies join their hands. 
Unlock their folds, and break their lawleſs bands ; 


[Elf Cerb'rus-like the threefold monſter ſtands. 
'Tis true a triplet might ſuceced by chance, 


And evn twelve fect judiciouſly advance; 


But thoſe experiments are fatal found, 


* 


And ſeldom us d but when we call for ſound *: 
All Alexandrines from the page expunge, Le 
That o'er the paper take a long unwieldly lunge. 


CoMP OUND E D epithets had need be few, 


But thoſe familiar, and uncommon too; 
Some oft like Janus wear a double face, 
A mungrebh mixture, and a motly- race; 


With thoſe the mountains muſt be always bleak, 


And no kind northwind tir the ſleeping lake; 
But ever fanning Breezes cool the morn, 


And ſuns IVY the gray Jaws adorn,” 


* For Lad in Mr. Pope? s Homer, where the blood is made ta trickle 
down the leg, thro the length of an Alexandrian verſe. _ 
Hed down bis Ry thigh difilPd the N Hood. Pope's Homer. 


| OrnEns 


I . 
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A Proſpecis of Poetry. 
Or u ERS to wild deſcription turn their ſtyle, 
Make ſtorms blow gently, and black whirlwinds ſiile 3 
From each dark point the ſcatt ring clouds diſperſe, 
And gleams of golden ſun-ſhine yu the verſe: 
Without Apollos neceſſary aid, 
What is deſcription ? an eternal ſhade. | 
Weak eyes and judgments glaring objects ſtrike z 
Botlr are but dazled, and decciv'd alike, 
Bur above all avoid that ſyren ſea, | $ 
Where men of wit are often caſt awayz _ | Y 
| A tempting vice long mention'd in the ſchools, 
The pride of coxcombs, and the food of fools : 
Here Vanity holds forth her flatt'ring glaſs, 7 * 
And ſelf- conceit adores her ſwelling face 3 
Where rival worth in vain pretends to vie, 
And ev'ry virtue leſſens in her eye: 
With their own lightnings oft the fair ſhe warms, 


And melts the heart of beauty by its charms; 


ckle | x 2 
. The dart directed at the man of wit, & 

Flics*wing'd with quills with which his genius writ; 
ERS 1 5 : 


G 


. ̃ — 2 cen 


5 A Prospect of Poetry. 
The ſhaft that's pointed at the breaſt of beau, | 


Is fledg'd with feathers or brocaded clothes; if I 
| And ſtateſmen (who like me) are leaſt afraid, \ 
Are caught in nets which they themſelves have laid. f 


To charge with gen'rous thoughts the cleareſt head, 
Conſult the living, and read o'ct the dead ; \ 


Where antient wiſdom grows more wiſe with age, 


And hoary ſeniors dignity the page; F 3 
| Time's eldeſt born! ſires gray to us in fame! If 
The antient's glory, but the modern's ſhame. 1 


Supreme of thoſe inſpired Plato ſec, 5 
A name rever'd by all antiquity : F 
Pride of his ſect, and honour of his kind; 


A worthy heathen with a chriſtian mind; V 

i | Whoſe ſtyle and manner moderns like ſo well, n 
il That he alone cou'd Shaftsbury excel X. | | IN 
In thoſe fam'd days of literature and taſte, T 

Liv'd Porphry's tutor, and Zcnobia's gueſt ! M 


* Anthony Aſhley Cooper, Earl of Shaftsbury. 


* 


Aucclian's 


7 


A Praſpect of Poetry. 


Aurelian's dread! endow'd with ey'ry art, 


j 


In which the two Minervas claim a part ; 


Whoſe character ſurvives in the ſublime, 


As the beſt judge, and critic of his time *. i oy | 
How courtier-like gay Horace ridiculs | 

While he refines on Ariſtotle's rules, MY | | 
By Pindar taught to tune th' Auſonian lyre, 

With Grecian elegance, and Roman fire: 

In him Alcæus thunders once again, | 
Temper'd by Sapphos more harmonious ſtrain ; 
While in thick fits her ſofter lightnings play, 

Flaſh thro' the lines, and doubly gild the day. 
REA PD Cicero; conſider Panels gil Wh 221 
What man he was let Chæronca tell: 

In Arne long this patriot paſs d his days, 

Nor coud Bœotian climes obſcure his praiſe; 

To him the nobleſt heroes lives were known, 


Who ſtudy'd others to improve his own. 


* Longinus, Plutarch, of reading the poets, 
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52 A Profpet? of Poetry. | 
THE Mantuan ſwan on Mincio's margin ings, 
Or or Cremona claps his mourning wings; 
To Tybur s banks and ſolitudes retires, 

And mid his poplars feels poetic fires: 
Courts the cool oſiers green refreſhing bed, 
Or thro the willows ſhows his ſilver head; 
Or fails with tranſport down the tuneful tide, 
 Sweet-warbling Vida ſwimming by his ide: 
At Naples too they tell thoſe birds are ſeen, 
To keep together on the haunted green 
Brunduſium oft with ſudden ſong ſurpriſe, | 
And warble as they journey thro' the skies, 
To mild Parthenope's dclightful ſhoar, 

And lands belov'd by Virgil long before. 

SEE Hcav'n deſcend in Homer's awful lines, 
Where all the god and all the hero ſhines; 
Behind Achilles lags devouring death, 

And the lincs run the reader out of breath i 
Thunders and lightnings blaze before his eyes, 


: Bluc ſtreams the ſulphur from poeric skies! 


Line 


IC 


Line after line the flood of light rowls on, 


Loſt to the world to wit and friendſhip loſt 
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Foams to a fire, and brightens to a ſun! 
THESE are the oracles of learning now, 


3 


Conſult thoſe books, atid to thoſe Sibylls bow; 


Theſe are the lights that call g50d actions forth, 


Revive thcir value, and emblaze their worth 
By thoſe great ſouls ſhall Regulus be try'd, 8 
And the brave Decii who for freedom dy'd! 
AND is there not with whom you may adviſe, 
A friend to reliſh, and to criticiſe! | 
One who has provd how hard it is to pleaſe, 
Not firſt to blame, nor yet the laſt to praiſe ; 
With whoſe good ſenſe an author might be free, 
And whoſe good nature ne'er was flattery : 
When ſuch the character, and ſuch that ſhines, 
The name of Lawſon a not end thoſe lines: 
Such late was Parnel oh! too ſlightly mourn d, 
With ev'ry grace, with ey'ry muſe adorn'd ! 


By Swift belov'd, by Pope lamented” moſt, 


2 | ” Yet 


+4 
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| ö Yet ſhall he live while taſte is kept alive, 

1 And his lov d Plato 1 in his verſe revive; 

1 Yet ſhall he live as long as truth ſhall charm 

In myſtic fable, or Kr virtue warm; 

The firſt remember d in our weak eſſays, 

With honour mention d, dignify'd with praiſe. 
Non let proud Albion thus her neighbours ſcorn, 

As if her ſons alone were poets born; e 

We too may boaſt ourſelves the ſons of fame, 

Nor are we foreign to that ſacred name : Yn MLT | 

Juvernas genius yet ſhall wear the bay, tex ont 

And drink as decp of Helicon as they ; | 

In ſpight of all our hopetul foes abroad, „ 9 

Prevail at laſt, and ſoar into a god f 

The Dunciad comes, ſure omen of their fate, 

And Ireland yet may be the muſes ſeat. 

O! cou'd I live to ſec my country ſhine, 

Our ſable clifts invite the tuneful nine; "IE 

Thoſe barren rocks with bays immortal ſmile, 

And Phocbus bleſs his once-beloved iſle : 


| A Proſpect of Poetry. 
O! gladly then with life itſelf 1d part, we 
My country's glories throbbing at my hearr. | 
.'Wnar's to be done in this auguſt affair? l | 
Firſt let us baniſh all our foreign ware; 5. BE | 
Our fooliſh fondneſs for Italian lays, - 
| And look at home for Bards and better days: | 
Roſcommon, Parnel, both alas are loſt! | 
And few indeed the preſent times can boaſt : 5 
Yet 1 thoſe few be valu'd as they ſhou'd, 
Here ſhew your taſte, and judgment to be good : : 


| Judgment! that touch-ſtone that directs our thoughts, 


That ſhows us all our beauties with our faults; 
Sound judgment will direct us what to do, 
And how to think of men and manners too; 
Wit join'd with edenienc ail good ſenſe with light, 
As diamond ſolid, and as diamond bright! 
Tu us far a youthful muſe preſum'd to ſing, 
To growing bards upon a vent'rous wing; 


In cloyſter'd ſhades, and Academic groves, 


| Whoſe peaceful glooms a muſing fancy loves; 


Where 


a» 
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! : Where learned Uſher bleſs d the rev rend pile. a 00 1 

I! 1 And Almas glories in her Berkley ſmile; 1 ik 8 | 1 

1 Where ſacred Brown indulg'd the thoughtful hours 
In ſage recelles, and Athenian bower s 
Where Parnel wak'd the long forgotten ſtrai n, 
And old Ierne ſtrings her harp again: 152 En a 
Here pleas d to liſten to the well-known ſound, 1 
And hail our mother riſing from the ground: | | 
Shake off the duſt that ſoil d the ſilent R 


And tune once more her venerable ly re, 

While green with ivy grow her awful walls, 
And from her face the Druid's mantle falls: 
Along the park beneath the quiy'ring trees, 

I walk retir'd, and court the cooling breeze, | 
Where the tall elms project the browneſt ſhade, 


There oft the muſes wander thro? the glade; 


There oft I follow beauty with ſurpriſe, 
And drink ſweet numbers from inſpiring eyes; 


With eager ſteps I croſs the verdant ſtage, 


And. oon tranſplant 'cm to my borrow'd page; 


A Project of Ping 


Each maid 1 meet I et her graces down, 
Hence critics ſay thoſe thoughts are not my own. 
F INE is the ſecret, delicate the part, 

To praiſe with prudence, and addreſs Spy 
Encomium chiefly is that kind of wit, 
Where compliments ſhould indirectly hit; 
From diff rent ſubjects take their ſudden riſe, 
And leaſt expected, cauſe the more ſurpriſe: _ 
“For none have been with admiration read, 
e But who beſide their learning were well-bred *, 
Such ſuit all taſtes, on ev'ry tongue remain, 
Forbid out bluſhes, and prevent our pain x 
Such ſubjects beſt a Boyle might underſtand, 
Theſe call, my Lord, for an uncommon hand; 
To turn the finer feztures of the ſoul, 
To paint the paſſions ſparkling | as they toll ; 
The pow'r of numbers, the ſuperior art, 


To wind the ſprings that move the beating a 


* Eſſay on tranſlated verſe, by the Earl of nel 


L H With 
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With /ving words to fire the blood to 8. | 


Or pour quick fancy on the glowing page ; ; 


This be thy praiſe, nor thou this prai iſe refuſe, 


From no unworthy, nor ungrateful muſe; ; 
A muſe as yer unblemiſh'd, as unknown, 
Who ſebrns all flatt ry, and hi envies none, | 


Of wrongs forgetful, negligent of wand 


Who found no patron, and who loſt no name; 


Indiff rent what the world may think her due, 


Whoſe friends are many, tho her years are few. 
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ROM ſunleſs worlds, where Phocbus ſeldom ſmiles, 


But with his ev ning wheels hangs o er our Illes; 3 
A weſtern muſe to worth this tribute pays, 
From regions bord'ring on rhe Hebrides ont 
For thee the Iriſh Harp new-ſtrung once more, 
Greens our rough rocks, and bleak Hybernian ſhore : 
| Thou, Thomſon, bid my fingers wake the firings, 
And with thy praiſe the wild wood hollow rings 
The ſhades of rev'rend Druids hover round, 
And bend tranſported o'cr the. brazen ſound, | 

So the wing'd | Bees that idly rove along, 


(Renown'd alike for ſweets as thoſe ſor ſong 3) 


M12 . If 


60 To Mr. ThHomso v, 


If the ſhrill Braſs invite them from the xy, 


In dusky cluſters round the muſic fly. 


BLEST Bard ! 1 with what new luſtre doſt thou riſe, 


- Soft as the ſeaſon o'er the ſummer skies; 


Thy works a little world new found appear, 
And thou the Phoebus of a heaven ſo fair; . | 
Thee their bright ſoyreign all the ſigns allow, 
And Thomſon is another name for nature now: 
Thou firſt cou dſt drive the courſers of the day, . 
Nor thro' the dazliug glorics loſt thy way 3 
Thy ſteeds red hoofs fill trod th eternal round, 
Nor flung the burning chariot to the ground. 

So round liilus Temples, blazing bright! | 


In locks diſheveld ſtream'd a length of light; 
The Prince unharm'd, beheld the ſparkles ſpread, 


Nor hook the ſhining honours from his head. | 


Ben EA 1H thy rouch Deſcription paints anew, 


| And the sies brighten to a purer blue; 


—— 


Spring owes thy pencil her peculiar green, 


And drown'd in redder roſes ſummer's ſeen 8 
5 While 


le 


on his Seaſons, 6r © 


While hoary winter whitens into cold, nas Ye 


And Autun bends beneath her bearded gold. 1 1 


IN various Drap'ry ſee the rowling year, 


And the wild waſte in fable ſpots appear; 


Oer the black Heath the Bittern ſtalks alone, 


And to the naked Marſhes makes his moan; 

Ingulph'd in Bogs behold his muddy beak, 

And the brown Partridge feeding in the brake. Mee] 
Bur chief the ſweeteſt paſſion beſt you ſing, 


The groves ſoft theme, and ſymphony of ſpring : is 


How brindled Lions roar with fierce deſire, 


And in the waters Phocæ feel the fire; 
There large Leviathan unwieldy raves, 
And burns tho' circled round with all his waves. 


But higher ſtill, thoſe wonders muſt glve place, 


To the new tranſports of a beauteous face 


Its force on man — the touch the glowing glance, | 
The tempting boſom, and the tender trance ! 
In thoſe how ſtrongly doſt thou paint our care, | f 
And all the darling weakneſs of the fair; | 

5 . What 


r 
_—_— — 


- 
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What thanks muſt Beauty give in yielding hour, 
T o warn them from us in the roſy bow? . 

A ſudden flaſh of lightning turns my eye, 
To thunder rumbling in the ſummer ky! 
Beneath thy hand the flaming ſheet is {| TY OMB 


O'er heay'n's wide face, and wraps it round with red; 


With the broad blaze the kindling lines grow bright, 
And all the glowing page is fil'd with lighgt; 
Thro' the nz verſe the thunder hoarſly roars, 


And on red wings the nimble lightning ſoars ; / 
Here thy Amelia ſtarts; and child with fears, 


At ev'ry flaſh ler eyc-lid ſwims in tears; 


What heart but beats for ſo diyine a form, 


Pale as a lily ſinking in the ſtorm " 
W hat maid ſo cold to take a lover's . a 
But pities Celadon with all her heart? 
How pratious gems carich each eee line, 


| Here rocks of diamond blaze in broken ray, 


And ſanguine rubies ſhed a bluſhing day; 


„ - Bl * 5 
Blue ſhining Saphyrs a gay heaven unfold, 


And Topaz lightens like tranſparent gold; 2 

of evening tinct pale Amethiſts are ſeen, 

And Em 'ralds paint their languid beams with green: 

While the clear Opal courts the reader's ſight ; 
And rains a ſhow'r of many- colour d light $1 

Your sky-dipt pencil adds the proper glow, | 


| Stains each bright ſtone, and lets their luſtre flow, 


Tempers the colours ſhifting from each beam, of 


And bids them flaſh in one continued ſtream. 
So have I ſeen the florid rainbow riſe, 
In breeded colours o'er the wat'ry skies, 
Where drops of h light alternate fall | away, 
And fainting gleams in gradual dyes decay; 
But thrown together RS broad Arch diſplays, 
One tide of glory! one colleded blaze! 


WHER E may thoſe numbers find thee now rctir'd, 


What lawn or grove is by the muſe admir'd; ; 
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| Dok thou i in Stowe $ «delightful aden, ſtrap 27 0 : 

Ori in the glooms of Doddington. delay: 

There ſweet e embower d ſome fax rite author reac 

Or breath the breezes of thy native Tw. ced; on B 

on her cool border reſt reclin'd A while, 

Mindful of Forbes, and thy own Argyle . = 2, 
! thou that only 1 in this garb! cou d e, 


And-betng me over. to commend thy lays, Wi — 
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Where thyme | is. wanting, but where fancy high, 

And burſts like ripentd. Orc aboye the mies: 

Enjoy thy genius! glory in thy choice * 

| Whoſe Roman freedom has Roſcommon' 8 voice,” 
An et the l. Lond Cobham, 555 
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